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there is no fear of his being " buried in a career of pro-
fessional eminence ", which, as Huxley says, has been too
often the fate of men who might have been something. I
don't know whether all this rigmarole will interest you,
but I write about it as I think about it, without knowing
whether any good can come of it.
The Hughes live now in a funny new aesthetic almost
fantastic sort of house—the last house anyone would have
fancied Tom Brown living in—all dados and recesses and
hangings and pale blues and pale pinks and, as Tubby
says, not a single comfortable chair in it. Tom Hughes
looked very well, almost too well: very much the muscular
Christian and not quite enough of the man of letters to
please me. I think I see now why he is no use to Tubby
in any of his difficulties. They really have very little in
common. He is Thomas Arnold and A.H. is Matthew.
Write and tell me how you get on and what your work
is like. Is there no hope of seeing you here for a Sunday?
Yours ever,
J. C. bailey
To Arthur Hughes l	45, Broad Street,
Oxford
November 28, 1886
I am just back from a meeting of the Oxford Layman's
League, and a speech, or rather an address, from your
father ... I can't say how he delighted me and indeed I
think most people. He was applauded long and loud on
standing up, and appreciated, I hope, the heartiness of his
reception. He gave us a splendid lecture on Church and
State, full of argument and thought and so unlike the
mixture of commonplace and claptrap you so often get at
these meetings. I was delighted, as I could have said to
1 Son of Thomas Hughes, the author of Tom Brown's Schooldays. Arthur
Hughes was at Haileybury and at Oxford with my husband and the most
intimate of his early friends. He showed exceptional originality and ability
as a boy» but had to leave Oriel on account of a breakdown in health, and his
brilliant early promise was not fulfilled. He ultimately settled at Beccles, in
Suffolk, and died there in 1921.

